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reports confirmed his resentment with the authori-
ties for making him suffer like that. What on
earth had they been about! They kept all sorts
of things from you, and then when they had what
really amounted to good news, blurted it out as
if it were a disaster.
The death of Kitchener a few days later,
though lowering to his temperature, had not the
same staggering effect. He had done a lot for
the country, and looked like a lion in a Zoo,
but in the ebb and flow of world events even his
great figure seemed small.
Towards the end of 1916 he had a curious
little personal experience which affected him more
than he would have admitted, so that he never
mentioned it. This was in the train going up to
London. From patriotic motives he was at that
time travelling third, but on this particular morn-
ing, the train being full, he got into a first-class
compartment, occupied by a young officer in
uniform with his military kit in the rack above,
and a pretty young woman whose eyes were red.
From behind his paper Soames felt that if they
were not married, they ought to be, for they were
mutually occupied with each other's eyes and
hands and lips. At stations where their occupa-
tion had to cease he observed them round his nose.
The pallid desperation of the young man's face
and the look in the girl's reddened eyes gave him
definite discomfort. Here was a case of impending
separation, with all the tragic foreboding, and